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Our Forcfathers® 1
By Ile Vera.
') tha land ofour slres, where our forefathersdmali—
0! the ola Plymonth Hock wherv our forefulhersknell,
Whare they bresthe'd forth tha prayer, ‘where they
rend from God*s page,
Whieh, if studied In yauth, is an snchor 1o nge—
Our hearts, "nid all changes, wherever we roum,
With delight will rewember our forefathers’home.
The land of vur glres, our forefuthars’ bome,
God bloas, ‘mid all changes, our forefaihers' home.

lome;

"Tis-onr own lovd home, where our mothers reside,
And all whom we love and most value beside;
TTha God s ehosvaland, whers Lis Bible ls read,
Where his Gospel ln'premched, nnd his table laspresd.
The oppress’d of all nstlons, ifhither they ronm,
A¥ith Joy will remember our forelnthers® home.

The Vand of our sires, our own loved homo,

God bless, "mid gl changes, our forefuthers' home.

“Fis n Protestant land! oor fathers nufurl®d
The bannerof fresdomlotor this wostern world;
And Potostant childron willevercontend,
For the fullh which their forefuthers’ died to defend;
Thipt Talth which reposes on Jesus alope,
The one medistor, thelrslus o atone,
A Protestaus land lsourown native home;
God bless, "inid all chunges, our forefuthers® home*

To the Goll of onr fathers we'll slng anew soup!
Pralae the Lord, 0wy soul! praisehim all the day long,
Farthe word that Ho spake—lls promise 1s sure,
And His morey and Kindness willever endure—
We'll lave Himand seeve Him, onearth, till we die,
And trost In Christ Jesus, to praine hiom on high.

In that happy homae, in that happy home,

Whaore thern are no changes—thut eternal home.

TNne

OLD.

DT MRS, EIGOURNEY,

*Oupl® Can you remember how you felt
When that adjective was first coupled with
your name? Perhaps your milliner, in fit-
ting a new hat, chanced to remark, that
was & ‘becoming fashion for an ofd lady;'
or some conchman, by way of recommend-
ing his carringe, might have added, it was
vemarkably easy lor an ‘old gentleman to

i in and out of.’

‘Old indeed!” How officions and rude
these common prople are! Whereupon,
you have consulied your mirror, and tuuen
still more indignant at their stupidity!

But youmay have been more gently
helpad along to this conclusion, by the cir-
cumstance of paternity. Old fr. und Mra.
set in opposition with young Mr. and Mis.,
lose much of their disnordance, and be-
come familiar householl words. The sat-
isfaction of hearing your ellest darling thus
distinguished. had softened the bittérness
of your own unflattering cognomen,  Pos-
gibly, you have been moved magnanimous-
Iy to exeluim, with the sententious Ossian,
*Let the name of Morni be lorgotten among
the people, if they will eoly say, Behold
the fatherof Gaul'

8till, itis hard to have a quietns sudden-
ly putupon long cherished hopes and van-
ities. "ill'he buby shall not be named after
me,’ snid a young parent of his first born,
*for it will be old Jokn and young John,
while I am yet in my prime." <1 wish my
son had not taken it into his head to marry
#9.carly,’ said a lady ina remarkably fine
atate of preservation; ‘for now, 1 suppose,
it must be old Madam, and young Madam.’
The wnmarried whose recollections ean
disect A cdntury, are prone to be annayed
At the dispasition to pry into dates, and are
sure that no well-brad person wonld be
guilty of such absurd curiosity.

Yot to cover the tracks of time, and put

ily records outof theway, are of littie
avail. There will be,. here and there, a
memory stubbornly tenacious of eronologi-
ol mailars, and whoever labors to couceal
*his proper date, will usually ind some Ar-
“gus to watch over and reveal it
=+ Bul, after alll what is there so frightful
in this litle Saxon word old? This collo-
gation of three innocent letters,why do they
L]::ill the hearts of so many faiz women and

ve maen, with terror and aversion?

Is everything that is old deterioated?
What do you think of old wine? We can-
not, indeed, say quite as much about that,
in these ' temperance times, as Anacreon
did. Bat I've always understood, when
physicians recommended its tonic or re-
storative powers in medicine, it wasthe
old, sud not the new, Ask the epicure to
-partake of new cheese. Saith he not, ‘No:
theold is better," Does any one question
the corractness of his taste? What do you
%ng of an old friend, that best cordial of
lile? Blessings on his smile, and on the
"hearly gmf of his hand, What if he
' does coms, leaning on his stafi?  Thera is
no winter in bis heart. Ha was bronght
up in times when friendship was more than
"& BAMS, :

os | those whom be best loved here, await us

. - g o

1600

are more perfeotly concocted.’ Vu;; true,

no doubt.

being old.
Is it worth while to b€ so much shocked
atthe cironmstance of bacoming

of Tinding some very good company.

years, each with its four full seasons, fair-
¥ counted out, pressed together, and run-

resist the epithet, ofd.  *Tothis complex-
ion we have come at lnst.”  We will not be
ashamed of it. Itis better to be old, than
to be wicked.

Let us deaw neaver together. I hold
that we are not & despisable body. Simi-
lurily of position, gives communily of in-
terest. Have we nol something to say,
that others need nol hear? We'll say itin
this book.

And firel, I would whisper s proposi-
tion, that we depend not too much en sym-
pathy from the young. Those who ear-

outlived their early associates, will stand a
chance of being numbered smong the re-
piners of old, ‘sitting in tlie market-place,
and calling unto their fellows, we have
piped unto you, and ye bave not danced;
we lave mourned unto you, and ye have
not lumented.”

Secondly, let us search after bright
things, in the world, and among its peo-
ple.  ‘Every yeur ofmny life,' says Cecil,
‘I grow more convinced that ilis wisest and
best to fix our atlention on the beautiful
and the pood, and dwell as little as pusai-
ble on the dark and the base,’

YRt it is said that the past-meridians are
prone o be guerulous, dissalisfied, and to
multiply complaints. I tLink1have heard
n fow of these. Supposing we should list-
en toand examine them.

*The world is not what it used to be.! No.
Itisin a state of palpable progress. It Lias
thrown of its seven-mile boots, and travels
by steam. We plod after itin our antigue,
lumbering stage-conches, and can searce-
Iy keep in sight of the smokeof itsengine.
We caunot overtnke it, and it willnot stay
for us, The world isina different phase
of action. It pleads guilty to this accusa-
tion. What next?

* We do not receive the respect that wasonce
paid (o age.” Perlinps we expect too much:
Is not something due fromus?  We think
the young negleet us, Do we not owe
something tothe young ourselves? Those
who linger at & banquet after the others
ara gone, should take especial pains fo
muke themselves agreeable, If we find
less courlesy than we wish, let us show
more. It becomes us to be very meek and
patient, to make smends for our long enter-
twinment at 1ik's board, ‘I had a beauti-
ful dream,’ said a bright boy, ‘I thought
we clildren were all in beaven; and =o
happy! By and by, grandfather came in
frowning, and said, as he always docs,’
‘Can’t theses children stop their noise?’—
8o we nll ran away.'

“People are tived of vs." It may be #o,
The guest who tarries late, is sometimes
counied intrusiveor burdensome. Toward
those who hava long retained coveted hon-
ors or emoluments, there is a natural im-
patience for reversion. ‘That old lawyer
has stood first at the barlong enough,’
gays the younger sspivant.  ‘Thatold phy-
gician gets all the practice; we young doc-
tors may starve.’ ‘That old author has
been the favorite of the public an unreas-
onabls fime;" the rést of us want a fair
chance.,” The monopoly of * wealth is e-
qually kazardous, though expectant heirs

impatinee. The resignation at the depart-
ure of the aged and distinguished, ¢nn be
readily understood. Allusichs to the ma-
jority of the early summoned,may be some-
times significant.  “Those whom the gods
love, die young,’ said a pagan.  In anage
wlhen all slow movements are unpﬂpnlur,
speed in dcl:arlure may possibly be count-
ed smong the graces; and in n republic, a
desire for the equalization of honors, is
neither peoular or reprehensible.

* We are not in good health.” Very like-
ly. It would be remarkable if we were.—
We could not expeet to wear the world's
harness so many years, up hill and down
hill, without some chafing, It would be
a wonder if none of our senses were en-
feebled. They have served us for along
timé. Let us be thankful for the period in
which we have seen clearly, heard quick-
ly, and moved nimbly.
springs, and intricate chords, and delicate
bumors, have been kept in order to this
end. We will praise the Architect of such
wonderful mechnuism, that it has so well
served us, and that he has seen fit solon
to keep the ‘pitcher from belng broken at
the fountain; or the wheel st the cistern.’

“ Our early friends have departed.”  Ab!
there is sadness in that sound. Buton
this tenure woe commenced our earthly
Journey. They were to go from us, or we
from .them, We lingerin the deserted
hull, and ought not to marvel that its fow-
ers droop, and its lamps wane, or are ex-
tinguished. Yetour blessed ones, lost for
A time on earth, are they not to be found
in heaven? Only a little in ndvance ofus,
have they forded the dark river. Bee we
not their white garments glitter frum the
opposing bank? Does not their smile in-
spire us-with courage ourselves to launch
away? We po not to a stranger’s land —
Is not that glorious olime of our hopeen-
dearad by the thought that so many of

F old? Is
ita mark of excommunieation from our
race? On the contrary,we have n chance

So, then, we to whom thrice twenly

ning over, have been given, will no longer

nestly demand that commodity, having |

may be less frank in their expression of

any mysterions |

sed so fondly, shall renew l.l:é-lorc-lies.\ Tuz Loun’s Praver.—What lnll one

A wise man, was my Lord Ba- ‘
con. We see everything is not worse for

which death for a moment sundered? that feel in the presence of this bleswd pray-
those'voices which have never cemsed to er? It is the Lord’s prayer. It hasbeen
linger in our henrts asatreasured melody, ' the prayer of his universal Ohurch! It
shall ba the first to welcome us to the soci- was this that our mother taughtus. It was
ety of an ‘innumerable company of arigels, |lI:e sacred sentences of this prayer that
and to the spirits of the just made perfeet?” | first opened our infant lips with the lan-
Whoever persists in compluining of this | guage of devotion. 1t is dear to our mem-
mortal life, virtually admits that he desires | ory; it is full of the mists and budding de-
#nother.  Are we ready for an untried ex- | sires of childhood; it is perfumed with pa-
istence? ready at a moment’s warning to | rent's love; it is full of suggestions of lome,
lam_u:h away, and return no more? rendy'bmtlwr. and sister, and mother. It was
for its atmosphere and service of love? the evening prayer. When the sun had
Ifany preparation for this change of gone down, when shadows sirsiched
clime is complete, let us address ourselves |them forth more widely, when the eve-
fervently to the work, without loss of time | ning star hung silent over the lorizon,
or energy in murmuring. We might, in- | when eveninginsects were full of chirpings
deed, in our loneliness and morbidness, ! & the belated bat flung himself noiselessly
multiply complaints without énd. The about for his food; then, in the hush of the
labitwould grow withindulgeunee,tillevery | day, bended before a mother's knees, with
breath became a claim for sympathy, or an | little hunds innocently put togeiher, & Lield
abjurgation if it were Wi(}illﬂh{‘a in hers, with stammering repetiticn, we
But cui bono? have not others infirmities [ echo with our child's voice, the soft Jow
and troubles, as well ns ourselves? Why i voice of mother, as she uttered with Jove
add totheir load? Wounld itnot be better | and awe this divine prayer.
to taken part of theirs? ‘Bear ye one anoth-|  Itis, therefore, as sacred as uss, as love
er's hurdens,and so fulfil the law of Christ.’ [ as mémory, as devotion, as the lops of
It hath been well said that ‘murmuring is| heaven, and the love of goodness can make
# black gnrment, and becometh none so ill | it. Nousing will wear it away; it is Jike
as snints.” the atmosphere. Stones erumble under
_ OL, friends! lat us rot lose our interest| continual footsteps, the hardest wood will
in life’s blessings, because we have so long | wear under the softest hands that do ply
enjoyed our share of them, Rather, asan | it for years, but one may rash through the
eloquent writer of our own has said, willlair forever, and it cannot be chafed or
we ‘mise and throw open a windowin our| worn. Lt has recovering furce,like fabled
hearts, and let in the tone of the bird, and | spiritual natures, when wounded, with in-
the breath of the viclet." . We will not|stant power to lical itself. And like that
permit that bright heart-window to be seal- | athereal sunlit atmosphere in this divize
ed, nor the hand, thirough our own inert- prayer, that remains fresh in everlasting
ndss, 1o become paralysed, while genial| youlh;no utering can make it trite, wo
nature still spreads her charms around us, | frequency can wenr it out, no repetitions
and invites us to rejoice in them, and in|cantire the soul of it. Tt begins life with us,
God who gave them, il goas through life dearer atevery period,
s B ARy . | and when age begins to shiver & tremble a-
Hli’:c ="’I“’"‘E.Fﬁ'-']'-l (Mass.) Repuldi- mougourd:r:weﬁ boughs. this is thatwhich
can contnins, at times, articles which, for ;)

like the damsel sought out fur David, lies
true poetry and noble thought, are unex-|in our besom, and Jends us warmth, and
celled in the world of daily journalism.—

breathes another life into our decaying
This thouglit upon the New Year isso ex-
g P

life!
quisito that we must be permitted to quote| DPness.—The lonorable Miss Murray
these paragraplis:

sister of a Scoteh Duke, a maid of honor
. ; to Queen Victorin, bas been staying for

_ Time, kneeling upon the shores of Eler- g e
nity nnd murmuring a prayer to the Great

gome days past in New York. Miss Mur-
Unknown hsa counted another bead upon ry is a Indy of fine person, robust health,
his frosty rosary. Btanding at lhis side,

and uncommen energy of character—aged
. v : about 25 years. She hasvisited several of
the angel of the bright New Year looks :
eidmly out on the fur flashing - sca, while

the public institutions, and becn entertain-
lying upon the shore, swailied in the un-

ed by many citizens at theirown houses,
e 1| where her frank and cordin] manners, her
pitying lieavens, the Old Year ¢bbs lis
life away,

singular intelligence and grent kindnessof

Theannunl recurrence of this day Lrin heart have secuted ‘“—‘_’ many friends. L.!'“
. ' i i BS| Murray, we understand, liss keenly enjoy-

tears o memory, while it wreaths with =

smiies the lipsof Hope, Who among us

ed lior extended tour in this country. She
can look back upon the path of the vanish-

§ ppears, however, to have been strick
= with amnzement at the cxpenditure, the
ed year, nnd beliold no dear  friend, who, !
“‘wenry with the mareh of life,” has fullen

helplessness, rmdr the ill lu-::l; i (;_f lll-_nt 1;r]|
: Nidater h b forfunate class of beings, the fashionable
s x baand: the svomed abover v | Momen of our cites, Mis Muriay) keal
o bro;lslllm hen sospedin teati llievfns!nmm_hle women of ‘].‘.flrflp{‘.dl'(‘.'ﬁ&;‘_'s rlo
A wife, whose bosom, for many long years, i (03 rObls ot ORGSR
pillowed & weary brow, lies cold and stony | 2% l? “] mr( ) 1 '"-,h:z .“:"' 1,1“..;],-‘,”}@{;
there. A child, the first born, the best, SEpenas nrd e bl 'iL ; that ext ‘
the only,—he who secmed so like At Ix -8 JetUMC.Ehing i LatOpe.HiRH € 48
an angel that your heart misgave you
when you ealled him yours, and the mem-
ory of whose sweet prattle and caresses is
Jocked ns your choivest treasure in yuour
heart of hearts, lies by that silent path.—
Thewealth with which many began the
lastyear's journoy has taken toitselfl wings |
and left them naked and houseless, All
look back upon some dear hope crushed,
some loved one among the dead; and my-
rinds of dreams that seemed born in heav-
en have been dissipated beforo they de-
scended to the grave,

| agance in dress is the very cxtreme of vuigar-
ity, and is never indulged in exeept by those
whose anly claim todisinetion ia the length
of purse,

Frien Appres.—A dish of fried apples
is quickly prepared foribe table, which is
often a consideration of no small impor-
tance. Wash them—cut thém in too, take
f'out the stem, core andcalyx,and unpeeled,
| put thetn into & tin pen with butter, or the
gravy of baked pork, mt_h some water in
proportion to the quintity to be fried—
cover them with a lid, set them on the
stove, stir them oceasionally until they be-
gomo soft—and be careful not to burn
them. Romanites, which are often almost
worlhless, baked or mw, "d'&sappuar with

“It is an exquisite and beautiful thingin good gusto when r”"’j.'_l I“;’ jony ‘fflll"‘
our nature, that when the heart is tonehed , f0l'y pronounce d‘”l"[‘f“ 2 ‘I;':fl“d L :"“
and saftened by some tranguil happiness, | fried, good; but the .U{mmi‘ = 1 ?TL::'.
or affectionate fueling, the memory of the T*}"“‘"‘“ sweols, ﬂnj'_-‘ ong list which we
dead comes over it most powerfully and ™ight name, when fried, are ren]ly a qu:
irresistibly. It would almost seem ns WT¥- Bour apples do h““'“CE'Y ;tl]&‘:;;)
though our better thoughts and sympa-| fry to pieces too much— Couniry Crehiie
thies were clinrms, ine virtue of which the ™40 =
soul is enabled to hold =ome vague nnd| Coity Osxus.— A lady, in the OMo ctl-
mysterions intercourse with the spivitof tivator, recommends the following receipt,
those whom we dearly loved in life, Alas! for Corn Cake; and Breakfust Cake:
how Jong and how offen may those pa-| To one pint of sour butter-milk add
tient angels hover above us watching for. theee eggs, one teaspoonfull of saleratus,
i the spéll which is s seldom uttered, and, ene-quarter pound of butter, thicken with
s0 soon forgotten.™ fine meal, do not make it too siiff, epread

. P . |on a buttersd panand bake quickly.
IsniEALTHY PLASTERING.—A commiini- The following makes A very nice break-

cation in the Journal of Commerce asserts fast cake:—To one pint of butter milk
thatthe hairused in plaster for pew hotises, or sour cream add two tablespoonfuls of
i, very often se dirty as to emit unpleas- | molasses, salt afid ‘-‘E"’“ or nutmeg lo suit

| v ic ite s g the taste, and thicken with the Indian
'an: eflﬂuvdm, wll:u.h Wi snc::en;ng ‘;.]d‘. meal; mix over night and bake quickly for
calculated tokeep a room unhenlthy for y v 0

yeats alterwards. The writer says:
| *Hair used for mixing in mortar should |
|be thoronghly washed—re-washed, and/
dried, and thus deprived of the putrid mat-

Beavtirvn—Dickens has the following
beautiful thoughts in his “Nicholas Nick-
Ieh)"..

To Preserve Jeox Axp Stere Exrves
Frox Rust.—Procure some melted virgin
wax—the purer the better—and rub It

[From the Kalekerbocker Gallery.]
THE EMPERORS BIRI'S NEST.
& W, LomerRLLOW,

Onee the Emporos Cruanics of Spals,
Wik bis awarihy, grave commanders,
1 forgatin whtt campalgn,
Long Besriged in mud and rals
Bome old frogtier town of Flanders.

Up aud down the dreary camp,
In grest boots of Spanish leather,
Firidirg with & mesvared tramp,
These Hidalgos, dull and damp,
Curmsed the Frouchmen, cursed the waather.

“Bo whre aship well freightad with the stores

The san matares, oo India‘s spley shores,

Hus droped horanchor und her canvas forled

In some fair haven of our western world;

Twere vain lnquiry to what port she went,

The gale lnform o4, laden with (he scenl.™

How does love glow toward their fellow
travellers, their future fellow-¢itizens in the
Better Land! Isit the heavenly-minded
whoslight or slander those with whom they
are to dwell under the same roof, with
whom they are toserve and sing forever?

How do the heavenly-minded welcome |
death, desiring to depari? What foretastes
do they enjoy,asthey approach the cnnﬁncnt
of Cannan? Land-birds, of beauiiful p!u-1
mage, greeted Columbus days before his|
eyes caught a glmpse of the New Wor]d‘!
A more southero voyager found himself in |
the fresh waters of the Amazon,belore dis- |
covering the continent from whence ll:e;r|
came. So, al the close of life's voyage, do
birds of Paradise come hitherward,eareer-
ing on bright wings, and the river of life
sends its refreshing current far out inlo the
briny sea of this world. “The celestial
city,"" said Payson;*‘is now full in my view.
Its glories beam upon me—it sounds strike |
upon my ears, and its spirit is breathed |
intomy heart."

In observing the transit of Venus across
the sun's dise, Rittenhouse was so filled
with rapture that he fainted. And as the
glories of the upper world, the unutterable
splendor of the Sun of Righteousness,atiract
theeye of thebeholder, if it strange that
he should be raptand overwhelmed! “The
kingdom of Heaven is within you.” Such
holy anticipalions turn earthinto Paradise.

Thus, us to aod fro thoy went,
Ovet nyland and through hojlow,

Giving Weir Linpatience vent,

Perchd upon th. Emperor's tent,
Inber poat they spiod s awallow.

Yes, it wos a swallow®s n=u,

Bullt of cley sud halr of botey'
Mune or taudl, ordmgon’s crest,
Fouend on badgerows, esst or west,

Aferskinmishk of the forces.

Thoo anold Mdsigo sid,

As he twiried kis groy mostachlo,
“Egre, this swnllowover-bead
Thinksour Emperory tent a shad,

Aud our Emperorbul amache,"™

Hearing Ms imparial nama
Coupled with these words of malics,
Half 1o anger, half in shame,
Wihen the grest campaiguer came
Elowly from his canvass palsce,

*Let no hand (ke bird moles,?
Eall be solemuly, *‘nor burt hazl®
Adding then, by way of Jest:
‘Golondrino 1y nry goest—
"Tin the wife of jume deserter.”t

EwiflafMow sirinf apesd & shaft,
Threagh the camp was spresd the rumeorn
And the soldiers, as they quafed
Flemlsh beer, st dinver, laughed
At e Emperors pleasant bamor.
Bo unharmed and umafraid,
There the swallow satl snd brooded,
Tl the constanl caanounde
Throogh the wally = breses had made,
And the slege was thus consluded.

Then the arwy, eliewhore bent,

Byrack the tents as If disbanding;
Only en the Emperor's jeni—
Furbeordersd, ere he went,

Very curtly: Ydeave it standing!*
And it stoad there 2]l alone.

Lonely flapping, torn and tattered,
Till the brood was fledged and fowp,
Singing a'er ihuse wallyof stone,

That the cansbn shot dud shattered.

The Mother.

It has been truly said: “The first baing
that rushes to the recollection of a soldier
or a sailor, 1n his heart’s difficulty, is his
mother. She clings to his memory and
affection, in the midst of all the forgetful-
ness and hardihood induced bya roving
life. The last message is for her—his last
whisper breathes her name. The mother
ns she instills the lessons of piet; and filial
obligation in the heart of her infant son,
should always fuel that her labor isnot. in
vain. She may drop into the grave, but
ghie has Jeft belind her an influence that
will work for her. The bow is broken but
the arrow issped, and will do its office.”

AFFECTION.

Theralsin 1'fs no blessing ke affection]

1t snothes, It hallows, elevates, subdues,

And bringeth down to earth Its native beaven;

1t slix beside the eradia patient hours,

Whoan sole conteniment is to watch and love;

It bendoth o'er the death-bed, and couceals,

Its own dospair with words of fuith and hope.

Life hath nought clse that may supply s pleece;

Yolid Is smbitlon, cold ks vanity,

Aud wealth sn empty glitter withoutlove,

[Miss Lawvox.

* M acrto-~The Fpanish Tar mule. '
TGoLosngiso, in spanlsh meansa swallow and ade-
sariar.

To Youse Mex.—We ex:sract the follow-
ing beautiful parngraph from the Baccal-
aureate Address lutely delivered before the
Graduating Class of Rutgers College, by
the Hon. Theo. Frelinghuysen, and com-
mend it to the perusal of the ym.migr:

“Resolve to do something useful, hono-
rable, dutifal, and do it Licartily. Repel
the thought that you can, and therefore
you may live abuve labor, and without
work. Among the most piliful objects of
- - — - society, is the man whose mind hus been

A Dyixe Faraen's Aovice 10 m1s SoX—~ trained by education—who has learned
Sir William Penn, who was an Admirnl} Im?r to thick, and with all these noble fuc-
in the British Navy during the Prnloclar-l“]"ET.':“h.“_""tf“d.""dl qu‘ng f'?r ’:“ '";;"
ateof Cromwell, and inthe reignol Charles ;‘,:::_l:ifil,“::c},';1,?;:0:1{.:?.;.,-0‘:;1& opt‘z::,];c
IT, gave the following as his dyingadvice| ;,7d with no interest in the public con-
to his son, William Penn, the celebrated cerns of his neighborlood—io be regard-
founder of Pennsylvania: |ed }as a du;;:w. without ul;jm-‘r. o:‘ clhml-m:lsr.

w ' = . o 1 with no effort to put forth to help lhe
Irucloltz:gﬁ-:aitrl:ﬁ'tf:‘d Wi dying Adwinl) right or defeat the wrong. Who can

1. Let n-.mtl:ir'ng tempt youto Wrong think with any ealmness of sucha misera-

o 9 . *
conscience; if you keep pence at lome, ble career? And howerver it may be with
s you in aclive enterprise never permil

N A t t
it will be o feast 10 you on & day o | pour influence to be in lostility to the

trouble. ; .
r : .+ cause of truth and virtue. 8o live, that
2. Whattvar you . dssign fo clos Ty, 3t) v:ith the Christidn poet, you may truth-

i and time it seasonably; for that gives
justly Ji E fully say that—
"1 your eduntry stand not by sonr okill,

security and dispatch.
At least your follies have not wrought herfall.

3. Be not troubled at disa puin!ments.|
If they maybe recovered, doit; if not, .
trouble isin vain. l Elogucence of the Fands,

These rules will earry you with irm-| 1y hands dre by the very instinet of
mess and comfort through the inconstant humsity rised in prayer; clasped in af-

world."” fuction, wrang in despair on the forehead

N 3 when the sounl is‘perplexed in the ex-

Tox Canistix's Womk.—Dr. C“m'i treme!” drawn inward to invite, thrastforth

ming beautifully remarks: | ebjectionately 1o~ fepel; the fingers point
“Thebuilder builds lor a eentary—we for

| to indivate and are snapped in disdain; the
eternity. The painter paints for a generation

' palm is Jaid upon the beartin invoeation
—we for ever, The poet sings foran age of subdued feelihg and on the brow of
=we for ever. 'T'he siatuary cuts outthe

the compnssion in bepedietion, The im-
marble that soon perishes—let us try fto

presive eapacity of the hands was never
cut out the likeness of Christ to endure for more str!sin#g!y displayed thanin the orisons
ever and ever. | of the deaf and dumb. Their feacher
“A hundred thousand men were em- stood with closed cyesand addressed the
ployed in Egyptto construct a pyramidal Deity by those signs made with the fin-
tom
are engaged in a far nobler work in con- specchless. .
structing temples for the living God. In|  Around bim were grouped more thati &
my humble judgment, the poorest par- hundred mutes who followed with rever-
ish school in'our Jand with no other orna- | ent glances every motion, It wasa visi-
ments than the dew-drops of the morning bLle, but an insudible worship.
to gild it, and the sun beams to shine up-
on it, is a nobler spectacle than the loftiest
Europesn eathedeal with its spires glisten-
ing in the setting and rising suns of a thou-
sund years."

' var
i than to find American women who have
not the slightest idea of househeld duties.
el i A writer ﬁms allodes tothis subject: ‘In
«Now."—=+Now"" is thd constant sylla- this neglect ofhonsehold cares, American
bls ticking from the elock of time. “Now" {females stand sloné,
is the watoliword of the wise. “Now" s

| thorouglly over the blades of the knives.
After it bas dried, warm the knives and
 having carefully removed the wax from
via whenever the room is heated, until the surface, rub them briskly witha dry |
nitrate of lime, or-so mnch of it s is mixed | cloth, until the original polish is fally re-

with the animal matter is incorporatedin | Stored. This will 1l all the pores with |
the mortar."” the unctuons and minute particles of wax, |

L which will adhere ﬁrmly.‘ and prevent the
£ Let avery man look well to his hab-| intrusion of water or mojsture, which is

its. A reputation which it has taken him | the cause of rust. They will retain their

years to acquire, may be lostin a day or | brillintcy for weeks, if used,

arl hour. Aman shonld keep himself not

only honestand eorrect in his charnoter,

but should beware of his deportment, that

no taint of suspicion may be likely to be

thrown upon it.

[ter that often adheres to it. The fime in|
!mol‘lar is not sufficient to cléanse the hiair, |
It will generate an unpleasant sickly efflu-

Ax Eugrfo—Many lives might be
saved by a knowledge of this receipt: A
large teaspoontul of musiard mixed in a
tumbler of warm waterand swallowed as

at the iands w ¢ here pres-

Herc i

£ A spare and sim
D Lha Pro.ongasion ¢

soon a8 possible acts as an instant e:.nctic.
le diet contributes, sufficient toremoveall thatisJodged in the
J A + slomach.

that domestic labors conduce to the health

] rudent, i
e of the body and mind alike. An English

Letus keep this little word always in our
mind: and whenever anything presénts it-
self to us in the shiape of work, whether
mental or physical, we should do it with
all our might, remembering that now is the
only titne for us. Itis indeed a sorry wag
to get through the world by putting it o
till to-morrow,saying, “Thenlwilldoit." than
No! This will never answer. Nowis ours; Istocralic sisters.
then will never be.

Tt is sisted that thers is a merchant'in household cares to tha “servants, Pi:r the
Boston who, during fourteen years, has papally which hasbeen affixed to idleness
always bad his name on the docket of sincethe foundationof the world, and ei-
some court, either as plaintiff or defend-| ther wilts away from euvi,or is diiven fo
ant. lawyers *tip their baavers” to a1] gorts of fashionable follies to fnd e
this gentleman almost instantly. " ployment forthe mind. I

wife ora duke’s, does not despise the

'to this, her happiest sphere. It is reserv-

ed for our Republican fine ladies to bemore
| ¢hoice than even their mcnarohical and ar-
The result is a lassitude

| bodily exercise. ‘Tle wife who leaves lar

(1

vt

b for a dead king; lut us fiel that we gers, which constitute a langusge forthe |

Desrisive Hovserop Dovies.—From a
iety of causes, nothing is more common

A Getman lady, no
matter how high her rank, never forgets
lady, whéther the be only & gentleman's

hotisehold, and even though she hass
house-keepor, detoles & poitionof hertime

of mind, often as fa'alighealth as neglect of

The Praying Sailor Boy.
The Cornelia was a good ship, (said ond

of the West - India chaplsivs of the Sear

man’s Friend Society,) but ar one time we

she was on [er Inst voyage. We
were but a fow days out of harbor, whed
& severe storm of five days conlinuancd
overtobk us, )

I must tell you of a feat performed bys
sailor boy at the height of the storm. 1{:0
ship was rolling fearfully. Some of the
rigging got foul &t the mast head, and it
was pecessary that some one should gow
and rectify it. It was a perilons pio g
was standing near the mate, sud heard bim
order the boy to do it. He lifted bisva
and glanced atthe bending mast, the boil-
ing, wrathful sea, and al the steady, de-
termined countenance of the mate. He
hesitated in silence 8 moment; then rash-
ing across the deck he pitched down inld
Ve forveastle.  Perbops he was gone (wo
minutes when be relurned, laid his hand
on the rallios, and went vp with a will —
My eves followed him till my head was
diezy, whenl turved and remonstrated
with the mate for sending the boy alofl.

‘He cannot come dows: alive, Why did
cn send him?

<1 did it,' replied the mate, *to save life:
We’ve sometimes lost men overboard, but
never & boy. See how he holds like s
squirrel. He is more careful.  He comes
down safe, I hope.
Again I looked, till tears dimmed my
eves and | was compelled to turn away,
expecting every moment to catch s glimpsd
of his Mst fall;
In about fifteen or twenly minutes he
easme down and straightened himself up
with ths corsclous pride of having per-
formed n manly fet, ke walked aft with-d&
smile on his counténance; )
In the course of the day I took ocension
to spesk to him, and askéd him why be
hesitsted when orderéd aloft
1 weuit, sir," said the boy; ‘to pray.”
‘Do you prlf?’ X
“Yes, sir; I thought thist I might not
come down dlive, ‘and I 'went 10 commit
my soul to God. _
~Where did you learn to pray?’
‘At home; my mother wanied me to go
to the Sunday school, and my teacher urg-
ed me lo pray to God to keep me; and L
do.’
“What was that you kad in your jacket?’
‘My Testament which my teacher ghvd
me. I thought if T shotld perish, I'would
bave the Word of God close 1o my heart.”

Tae Goodof Calldren:

What would this world be really warth,
if it were robbed of the bearty laugh,. and
werry prattle of liuls children?  Wihnt
bome would be worth the name of ‘home,’
if there were taken from it those litile
vines, which morning and night put .oub
their littls arms to climb and kiss the par-
entstem?  What hearth would look cheer-
ful, if dround it were not those little Laresd
to chent it of its lonelitiess and gloom?—
What a desert is, withou! an oasis—a. for-
est without ashrub—a garden without, »
flower—n lute withouta string=—sq is #
home without children. Who does not
feel happy,when his heart-doors are locked
suspiciously figainst all the rest of the
world, in mising its windows and lﬂﬁng
these little ones flock in, and rumage every
secret drawer and eupboard from the base-
ment to the autic? Happy is that man
who loves little children:  Let him be s
stranger in A strange plive—lot him meet
withefices unknown bef re—let him find no
lLeart which beats eympathetically with his
own, and yet the eparkling eyes, the curly
locks, ihe sprifhd; step, and the hlmws;
laughtet of ehildrer ate the same to

here, ns at home. Their bright faces are
like the stars to him, ever tivinkling the
same wherever he goes: their gay vuices
are like clheerful murmuring rivulets, or
like the happy songsof birds, always
sounding the safne to his ears. Let. him
be sad—let the clonds of sorrow gather
their darkpess around his heart—let the
snows of advetsity chill his better nature=
and yeot, let him but feel the influence of
children, and his soul,like a broken instru-
ment, new repaired and newly nmﬁ_. ¥i-
brates with sofier dnd more melodions
tones. e

Wiar Usciz Saw uas bowe 177 fzika.
—Unele Sam was borna nalipn  seventys
seyen years ago—since then he hns whip-
ped Lis mother and one of his brothers;
tlirnshed his Barbary cousin, threatened
Fiance and made her pay up, and vleared
decks for battle with Austria. _Hﬂlhn’ut
an example of liberty and popular power,
that has thoroughly frightened the des-
pots of the edrth and perilled their ancient
thrones,  He has gras A con t and
is fust covering it with lren, led
and thriving people. Ha has built' mmere
ships than awy other nation it the ssme
time, and his flng is now seen of overy s€a
and ocean, and in every harbor and river,
He has builimore steambonts, more réil-
ways, more telegraph lines, more sc
honses, more churclies, more cities,- big+

r babies in  that severly-seven years;
ﬁfun ang other nation ifi five hundyed
years, And hes pripted more Bowspa
pers, made more speeches, !
ging than any other nafion SRS di ]
thousaod jeirs, 2 "

£ Tho spirit of libsety is not
tndes imagine, lﬁﬁbﬂq of our

rights, but & respect for ther
ors, and sn npwillingness
whether high or low, a

Ml e




